

















A LOVE LETTER 10 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear Lord God, Father of us 
all let me start this with the 
prayer of Your gallant Jesuit 


Chaplain, Fr. William Doyle, who} 
died in action with the British} 


Troops in the first world war: 
“Infinite Love, give me infinite 
love to love Thee.” 

I have been re-reading Mr. 
John A. Lacy’s letters to ministers, 
inviting them to study the Cath- 
olic Church. That led me to won- 
dering about the leaders of other 
Faiths, and whether or not they 
really loved You. Mr. Lacy was a 
Protestant minister. Since he be- 
came a Catholic he has found a 
niche in the Catholic University 
in Washington, D.C. I met him 
and Mrs. Lacy last August in the 
pow-wow held by Bishop Waters, 
near Carl Sandburg’s home, in 
Flat Rock, North Carolina. 

A Timid Lover 

Mr. Lacy told me nothing of 
his trials in leaving his ministry 
and becoming a Catholic layman, 
nor of the miseries he must have 
suffered during the readjustment 
period, nor of the joys he felt in 
“coming home” and in being sure 
that at last he knew the Truth. 
ButI have known other ministers. 
And Mr. Lady’s letter, published 
as a pamphlet by Our Sunday Vis 
itor Press, Huntington, Ind., re- 
minded me of some of them. 

One loved You in a timid sort of 
way; but could not show it as he 
wished to. His congregation would 
not let him. He spoke of his ward- 
ens in the same tone prisoners use 
in- speaking of the Warden. He 
asked me once; “What shall I 
talk about next Sunday?” He ex- 
plained he had exhausted “the 
usual subjects” and could think 
of nothing appropriate. 

“Why not talk about the love of 
God?” I said. 

He stepped back as though I 
had threatened to slap him. “Oh 
no”, he said. “They never would 
stand for that. No theology. Never 
any theology. I wouldn’t dare talk 
on such a subject. The wardens 
would rend me limb from limb and 
throw me out.” 

Life is Tough 

Maybe he was exaggerating, 
God. Maybe he was wrong. I don’t 
know. But I suspect he was speak- 
ing in deadly earnest, that he was 
honestly afraid of his wardens and 
his people. A few months later, at 
any rate, he was forced to find 
another parish. 

This man had a wife and four 
or five children. His salary was 


pitifully small, I imagine, but he 


was supposed to dress the child- 
ren well—and keep them sub- 
dued and polite. I imagine also 
that he knew the congregation 
would not be too pleased if his 
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wife kept on adding to the fam- 
ily. 
sethey hate and despise and sus- 
pect us” his wife told me. “They 
go out of their way to be mean 
and nasty. Like my hat. I hadn’t 
had a decent hat in years, I sat 
down one day and wept, looking 
at the old one—the only one. 
Then I got mad. I ripped it to 
pieces, and put the pieces togeth- 
er into the nicest thing I could 
make. I found a blue jay’s feath- 
|er in the woods. It was just what 
I needed. I felt it. came directly 
down from heaven, just for me. I 
wore the hat only once, to the 
corner grocery. 

“There was such a scandal you 
wouldn’t believe it. My husband 
was stealing church funds to 
buy me luxuries. And a new hat, 
of all things! A hat an honest 
working man couldn’t buy for his 
wife. Not if he saved for months. 
If the minister didn’t give me the 
hat, then who did? And why?’ 

Who Runs the Flock? 

Thy weatehred many scandals, 
many heartburns, many severe 
trials before they left that flock— 
and went to find another that 
might or might not be less unkind. 

I have a feeling that this is an 
unusual case. Surely not all 
Protestants treat their pastors in 
such a way. Surely there must be 
ministers who are looked up to, 
respected, decently paid, and per- 
mitted to preach what they sin- 
cerely believe. There must be min- 
isters who dominate their flocks, 
and are not dominated by them. 
I imagine, God, that You love 
most of these men dearly. Them 
anc their families. I suspect You 
keep them in their pastorates be- 
cause of the.good they -can -do. 
They have not all of Your truth; 
but they have some of it. And they 
are sincere. They can bring souls 
to You that nobody else could now 
reach. And You rejoice I think, at 
the heroic way they endure their 
trials. ; 

Lord, priests have it tough. All 
priests, from the newest curate to 
the reigning pope. They know 
loneliness, misunderstandings, 
conflicts, defeats, frustrations, 
toil, humilitations, even persecu- 
tion and martyrdom. Yet they 
have joy and peace too, no matter 
what agony of body or mind they 
may suffer. Your peace is with 
them always. Your grace is with 
Our Lady guides and consoles 
them. Your love is with them. And 
them. They have no wives to pro- 
vide for, to care for, to protect 
from evil tongues. They have no 
sons and daughters:to look after. 
They are not shackled when it 
comes to preaching—every pastor 
is a pope in his own parish, so to 
speak. And there is no board of 
vestrymen, or elders, or wardens, 
or wealthy pillars of the church, to 
give them orders. 

Land of Ministers 

It seems to me it is tougher to 
be a minister than a priest, I may 
be wrong. I must be wrong; for 
there are. more ministers than 
priests in Canada and the U.S.A. 
But then, God, those who really 
love You, like it when the going 
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is tough, for then they have some- 
thing to offer You—their accept- 
ance of what You send, the sub- 
mission of their will to Yours. The 
Protestants must have their mar- 
tyrs and confessors too, I think, 
though they will never be canon- 
ized. But have they any saints? 
Is there any of them who prays 
to You as Fr. Doyle used to pray: 
“Infinite Love, give me infinite 
love to love Thee”? How I hope 
there are. I hope You have many 
ardent lovers in the ministry. 
Protestant friends tell me they 


love of God. Many say their pastor 
can speak of nothing except the 
Catholic Church—and how wick- 
ed and dangerous and powerful 
an enemy it is to Christianity! 
And\ here is what I have been 
getting at—after all these words. 
God, bless the Lacys. Shower them 
with Your graces. Help them in 
the work of bringing minis 
and their wives into the One True 
Fold. And let Mr. Lacy’s letter 
spread throughout all North Am- 


souls may read it. Let some of his 
paragraphs be read especially. For 


instance; - 
“One of the most tragie notes 


. . is the rebellion against the au- 


have never heard a sermon on the} P' 


ters|ments of glory. On Christmas 


erica; so that all in charge of|Mary 








FEAST 


Our Lady Of Sorrows 
Friday - Passion Week 


By Catherine Doherty 











Lent thrusts 

Its battering ram 

Against the heavy castle doors 
Of greed and pride, ore 
Complacency and mediocrity. 


Lent walks 

Amongst the throngs of men 
Clad in the garments 

Of dust and tears: 

Sending its thousand 

Sharp and mourning spears 
Into the hard cold hearts of men 
Who buy and sell 

And care not for love 

But only gold. 


Lent brings 

The scent of blood 

Spilled on hot sands 

Into the “perfumed” hearts of 
men 

Whose hair is slick, 

Whose women are so chic! 


Lent weeps 

At all the doors 

Of all the hearts 

And all the souls 
That walk the earth. . 


It has the shape of Mary 
Queen of sorrow and of pain. 
Does it 

Or she 

Weep 

In vain? 


-= 








Sleeping St. Joseph 


By Joseph Ledit, S.J. 











To find out something about St. 
Joseph one turns to the first pages 
of the Gospel. We learn he was 
the spouse of Mary, that he was a 
just man. We see him four times, 
in communication with the an- 
gels. Each time it was in dreams. 
St. Matthew, who knew human 
nature well, showed us Joseph a 
a humble workman sleeping, to 
make us admire and love him. 

You will recall that Jesus acted 
like His foster father once, when 
the storm was rising on the Sea 
of Tiberias, and the apostles were 
frightened. Then Jesus fell asleep 
in the stern of the boat! 

Up to the Angels 

Nothing is. so reassuring as the 
sleep of Jesus, of Mary, and-of St. 
Joseph. Sleep is peace coming 
back on earth. We know, poor hu- 
man beings that we are, that 
nothing quiets the rturbed 





icence. 
sociate Joseph with their magnif- 

But if difficulties gather like a 
storm, if inner doubts or outside 
persecutions threaten the peace 
of the Holy Family, Joseph comes 
out of the shadows—and piously 
goes to sleep! 

Talk of Angels 

When Joseph sleeps, the angels 
leave the starry sky and come to 
talk to him. They do not speak to 
him duing the day. He is busy 
with his work, or he is providing 
for the needs of Mary and the di- 
vine Infant. What angels would 
dare disturb him? What a shock 
to his humility it would be to 
have an angel accost him in broad 
daylight with a message from the 
Throne! 

Bue let night spread its veil 
upon the earth and close the eyes 
of men, and Joseph’s modesty can 
meet the holiest of angels; he can 
listen to the voices from above, 
hear them clearly, and wake to 
carry out their orders. And this 
with haste. Then, the crisis met 
and vanquished, he can retire 
again into his humble obscurity— 
until he is once more needed by 
the angels. This is humility. It is 
also justness. It is right that all 
the glory, all the honor, and all 
thesplendor, be shared by Moth- 
er and Son, Joseph never wanted 
to be more than their servant. 

Not A Shred 

Joseph could count 25 kings 
among his ancestors. He had the 
heredity of David, of the magnif- 
icent Solomon; of Abhaham, Is- 
aac, and Jacob, to whom God 
made the most surprising prom- 
ises; of the just Noah, and of 
Adam, the father of the human 
race. His heredity had been trans- 


|mitted through all the generat- 


ions of men. His name was one 
of the most famous in Israel. But 


| those who assayed men by these 


values, spoke with pity of his lack 
of pride in his lineage. 
Joseph had not kept even a 


shred of the human glory of his 


ancestors. He was nothing but a 
poor workman, suffering the ex- 
tractions of the publicans, the 
contempt of the Pharisees, and 
the condescension of the rich and 
powerful. But it was because he 
was insignificant in the eyes of 
the world that God chose him to 
be the spouse of the Virgin Mary. 

The fragrance of the Mystical 
Rose of Israel came to his humble 
dwelling. The glory of Jerusalem 
came to hide Himself in his home 
in Nazareth. 

Wedding Present 

The lily passed from the virgin 
hands of Mary to the virgin hands 
of Joseph. It was a wedding pres- 
ent given him by his spouse, the 
lovely Queen of Angels; and from 
then on he has carried the im- 
maculate flower. It is still his 
symbol. 

When Mary left the Temple for 
the home of the poor laborer, the 
Cherubim and the Seraphim, the 
Thrones and the Dominations, 
the Angels and Archangels, and 
all the heavenly host, formed an 
invisible nuptial procession. It was 
a dazzling spectacle in the eyes of 
God. But Joseph saw it not; for it 
was during the day, and his eyes 
were on the Virgin, smiling, and 
walking by his side. 

When Jesus came, Joseph drew 
back into still deeper humility, 
being only the foster father. He 
knew full well that the Divine 
child growing under his protect- 
ion was not his son, flesh of his 
flesh, blood of his blood. He almost 
hesitated before caressing him. 
And he had to be encouraged by 


spirit, and stills the upheaval of| Mary. 


assions, like a good sleep. When 
we sleep, the body with its bad in- 
stincts admits it is vanquished, 
exhausted; and the soul, lighten- 
ed, flies toward the angels. Sleep, 
well understood, is an act of per- 
fect humility. And Joseph was 
humble. 

Like no one else, he knew how 
to vanish into the shadows in mo- 


night Joseph was probably humil- 
iated because he had been unable 
to provide a suitable place -where 
could give birth to the Son 
of God. The shepherds came, and 
talked, and went away. Mary kept 
their words in her heart. But what 
about Joseph? One. so.forgets him, 
that even contemplating the ar- 


For Jesus, Whom he had to 
leave every morning, St. Joseph 
could only spend himself to the 
he did it! 
utmost. But with what devotion 


SPIRIT OF GIVING | 


The spirit of giving brings us 
very close to the Spirit who is the 
Gift; and once we have taken our 
place among the sons of the Spirit, 
there is no limit to the lavishness 
of the Gift. John of the Holy Spir- 
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rival of the. Magi he does not as- 


it, 3d Order O.C.D. 








The Role of the Priest 
in the Lay Apostolate 


By Catherine Doherty 











I have discussed on these pages 
the teaching ministry of the 
priest, his role as a dispenser of 
the Sacraments and as a Spiritual 
Director. I have ven ventured a 
few ideas on his teaching” by 
example, and quoted some words 
of the late Pope on the need for 
his holiness. Now I would like to 
speak of his fatherhood. 

Apriest is a man among men. 
A priest is a bridge between God 
and men. A priest is a teacher. A 
priest is a minister of God. But he 
has one more awesome quality. 
One tremendous incomprehensible 
grace. He partakes of the patern- 
ity of God the Father, and is 
fecund in it; because, joyfully 
and voluntarily, he has set aside 
all thought of his own family and 
his own progeny, offering himself 
an unspotted sacrifice to the Lord 
of Hosts. 

“ABBA—Father” 

And God the Father, seeing in 
him his beloved Son, has made) 
him fecund in spirit, so that men | 
call him “Father”. And the child- | 
ren of his soul are hard to number. 

Of course this Fatherhood of his 
applies to all those whom the 
Lord puts him in charge of. Most 
specially does it apply to the Lay 
Apostles whom God has given 
him—through his Ordinary, or in 
any other manner. 

Fatherhood implies the word 
family. And that is exactly what 
a Lay Apostolate should be — a 
family, headed by the priest ap- 
pointed to look after its spiritual 
well being; and, since grace works 
on nature, of all its well-being. 
Physical and emotional as well as 
spiritual. 

This priest is the father of this 
little flock, and the lay superior 
s his eldest son or daughter. Such 
a relationship implies another re- 
lationship. The relationship of 
UNITY. For a family must be to- 
gether or it is not a fainily but a 
caricature thereof. 

It is said that the “family that 
prays together stays together”. I 
would go further. I would say the 
family that eats together, recre- 
ates together, and shares ideas 
and views together—as well as 
prays together—WILL STAY TO- 
GETHER. 

In this case, the priest, the fa- 
ther of this lay apostolic flock, is 
the binding cement. He not only 
needs to teach his children in the 
Lord about the Lord and the 
things of the Lord; give them the 
Sacraments of the Lord, and min- 
ister to them in all the ways of 
the priesthood; but he must often 
share their recreation, break 
bread with them, and become as 
“one of them’’. If time permits he 
must even share in their ordinary 
tasks or works—manual or other- 
wise. 

Thereby truly he comes close to 
them, and makes them into a 
family of the Lord... . that will be 
strong in his paternity and his 
closeness . and they will learn how 
to love one another because he 
shows them, through his love of 
them, the love of God the Father 
for them. 

See the Difference 


This will not be easy for the 
priest to do. For he is used to see 
the laity, for a little while, in 
rather official places and 
circumstances—like, let us say, 
the often cheerless parlor of a 
monastery or a parish house. 

There a lay person, realizing 
how busy a priest may be, con- 
denses his need of priestly help 
into a few sentences. Sometimes 
his words do not make any sense, 
because there is no time for a re- 
laxed, friendly discussion of his 
problem. 

It will not be easy for other rea- 
sons, Perhaps the priest cannot 





quite feel at home with lay ap- 
ostolic groups—these being such 
a new idea in the Church. | 

It will not be easy, especially if! 
the priest is busy, and has been) 
appointed by his Ordinary as a| 

aplain, for the first time. He| 
will find the needs of Lay Apostles | 





greater than those of ordinary lay- 
men in the parish, for they are 
subjected to tremendous stresses 
and strains in the ministry of 
their apostolate. They deal with 
tired people, with broken people, 
with “sinners”, with neurotics, 
with disturbed people. Per force 
they deal with problem people, for 
they are dedicated to the poor, 
the needy, the lame, the halt, the 
blind. 
A Longer Day 

They have greater needs, for 
their day is longer, and it is spent 
in the midst of problems, tensions, 
and needs. Their community life 
is constantly invaded by those 
who want to feed on its peace. The 
lay apostles must feed on the 
peace and caritas of a priestly 
heart. 

Because they are scattered so 
much, at times, during the day, 
they need to come together with 
their FATHER in the spirit, at 
certain intervals, in a_ simple 
manner of children, gathering 
around the family board and 
breaking bread with him in a 
relaxed atmosphere—an Agape 
meal, as it were! 

They need to laugh with him 
and joke with him, as they would 
with Christ Himself. Sometimes 
they must enjoy the silence with 
him, as in the atmosphere of a 
family where father reads his 
paper, sis embroiders or knits a 
scarf, Mom plays solitaire, and 
junior works at his model air- 
plane. 

Loving means sharing. And so 
the immense caritas of the priest 
shares the little joys, as well as 
the needs and sorrows of his Lay 
Apostolic flock. He is a> man 
among men, one of them. And yet, 
he is also an Alter Christus. He 
brings Christ to their Bethany. 
He affords Martha the joy of serv- 
ing him, and lets Mary sit at his 
feet and listen. 


TREE OF LIFE 


By Margaret Mary Landry 





























The Tree of Life has been torn 
down, 

O Lord, bring forth the sun! 

The Lenten season now is past, 

And Easter has begun. 








I AM THE 
RESURRECTION 
AND THE LIFE 








EASTER 


Last night did Christ the Sun 
rise from the dark, 

The mystic harvests of the} 
fields of God, 

And now the little wandering 
tribes of bees 

Are brawling in the scarlet 
flowers abroad. 

The winds are soft with bird- 
song; all night long 

Darkling the nightingale her 
descant told, 

And now inside church doors 
the happy folk 

The Alleluia chant a hundred- 
fold. vi 

O Father of Thy folk, be 
by right 

The Easter joy, the threshold of 
the light. 

Sedulius Scottus. 


,. 
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A LENTEN PRAYER 


Oh God, only You know my nothingness Only 
You can see that I am a creature, tending by my very 
nature to non-being, slipping and sliding and falling 
always toward a chasm of nothingness, absolutely de- 
pendent on You at every instant, for my intelligence, 
my freedom, my body with its face and arms and legs 
and hands, my emotions, my every quality and abil- 
ity, and most of all, of course, for my very being. I 
am dependent on You because You made me, and also 
because I am a sinner, and You alone are my salvation. 
Not only by nature do I tend toward the black empti- 
ness of non-being, but also by choice. 


I choose—how often only You know—non-being, not 
as non-being, of course,.but beyond the shiny facade 
with which I delude myself is the nthingness which 
I have chosen by turning from You, my Father, my 


Redeemer, my Beloved! 


And so when I say that I am nothing, it is not a 
rhetorical device, but an acknowledgement, from the 
very depths of that being which You have given me 
—of the truth which can set me free. 


For this is freedom: to know that You are, forever 
and ever, without beginning or end, and to know Jesus 
Christ Your Son, and to love You through Your Holy 
Spirit: freedom from the damning illusion of self-wor- 
ship, from the prison of self, which is worse than any 
dungeon or torture-chamber because the rack of self- 
love and the narrow walls of pride are crueller than 
any built by human hands; and the screams of agony 
and the stench of decay which they produce are more 
ghastly by far than those produced by human means. 


And so to know and to exult in my own nothing- 
ness is to find freedom, first from all illusion, which is 
both the ultimate temptation and the final punish- 
ment, and second, in the discovery of the source “of 
all somethingness” You, oh Holy and Blessed Trinity. 
It is to be what I was made to be; a knower and a lover 
of You, and in You, and with You, and by You and of 
all Your creatures through You. 

Then my knowledge and my love will be so ter- 
rible and so immense that time and space will be shat- 
tered. For Your knowledge and love will become mine. 
And I shall be swept up into Your infinite being, which 
is beyond all shadow of change or alteration. 

And so I exult with an exultation greater than the 
sorrow of Adam in the most perfect sign of my noth- 
gness—my inevitable death. For through this gate 
of destruction and non-being is the road that leads to 
fulfillment and life, and even at the moment when 
I go down into the dust from which I came, I shall 
come to You, my Beloved, for whom I have longed, 
and called, and wept my whole life long. 

At the moment my pact with nothingness is rati- 
fied, my union with You, Who are everything, will be 
consummated. And You shall be glorified forever be- 
cause You gave Your life to this nothingness, and in 
this weakness You showed Your power. 

And with a love that knows only ecstasy and rap- 
ture and never surfeit or satiety, with our own love, I 
shall love You; and You shall love me. And we, with 
all the others, shall be both We and One, 


in 


eternity. Amen. 


for all 

















Madonna House Apostolate 
announces its 


1lith SUMMER SCHOOL 
OF CATHOLIC ACTION 


Five weekly courses are given 


July 6: 


SPIRITUAL FOUNDATIONS 
OF CATHOLIC ACTION 
Fr. John Pesce, C.P. 


July 13: 


THE MASS LIVED 
A Benedictine Father 


July 20: 
MARY—THE ROYAL GATE 
TO GOD, 
a deMontfort Father 


July 27: 

THE SOCIAL APOSTOLATE 
Fr. Francis Smyth of the 
Ottawa Social Life 
Conference 


August 3: 
VOCATION WEEK 
a Dominican Father 


A contribution of $25.00 for 
board and room is asked. We 

' welcome all young men and wo- 
men 18 years or over! 


REGISTER SOON! 


ACCOMMODATIONS LIMITED 


INQUIRE: Registrar 
Madonna House 
Combermere, 


KIT FOR THE 
EASTER VIGIL 


(March 28, 1959) 
@ Beeswax Candle 
Spanish Iron Candleholder 
@ White Linen Garment 
- (or kit to make your own) 
@ Booklet with the Ceremonies 
of the Easter Vigil 
Write for information: . 
ST. LEO SHOP 
NEWPORT, R.I. 


a non-profit corporation for the 
liturgical apostolate 











Ontario. 

















OUR PRAYER FOR YOU 


Bless, O Lord, all our subscribers 
who are Sage aie to renew. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who are zealous to find us new 
readers. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who sponsor foreign readers 
who cannot remit. 

Bless, Lord, all our ubscribers 
who send us their old and new 
addresses when thy move. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
“who take the trouble to read all 
we write. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who remail Restoration to their 
friends and who make our 
paper known. 

Bless, Lord all our subscribers who 
pray for us. 

















EDDIE'S OF 1959 


By Eddie Doherty 











Once upon a time I looked upori 
a postage stamp as nothing but 
a postage stamp, something you 
bought and licked and pounded 
onto an envelope. When I started 
using what little imagination I 
have I gave the stamp the char- 
acter of a mail man. He would 
carry a letter from here to there, 
and be glad to do it. And for pen- 
nies! 

One day I read a poem some- 
where—a vicious habit I contract- 
ed early. It went something like 
this: 

“I’m the little red stamp with 

George Washington’s picture 
And I go wherever I may 
To any spot in George Washing- 

ton’s land 
And I go by the shortest way; 
And the guns of my wrath would 

clear me a path, 
A thousand guns at need, 
Throug the men who would dare 
to block my way 
Or slacken my onward speed.” 
A Teacher Too 





After that I had a little more 
respect for the postage stamp. It} 
had guns. It would not be halted. | 
It was a soldier as well as a mail-| 
man. It was probably the best) 
soldier on earth. | 

I grew up to learn that some} 
men collected stamps as though | 
they were pearls. They wanted | 
old stamps. And, crazy as it seem-| 
ed, the older the stamps, the more 
they wanted them. Cancelled 
stamps. Stamps from any country, | 
even the farthest away, even the} 
smallest nations. | 

I learned from them that the 
stamp was a teacher. It taught, 
geography. I knew one lad who 
used to pull down an atlas from | 
the shelf everytime he got a new} 
bunch of old stamps, and _ lose} 
himself in looking at the places | 
where his stamps had come from. | 
The stamp taught history. The| 
picture of a man or a woman on a 
stamp could make this fellow dig 
into other books and read all he 
could read about the character. 

It taught other things. It was a 
head bookkeeper, for it taught my 
friend to make a budget and keep 
it. So much for clothes, so much 
for food, so much for carfare, so 
much for room rent, so much for 


entertaining his girl friend. So| 


much and no more. That would 
leave sufficient money with which 
he could buy more stamps. 

A Martinet Yet! 

And it was a stern professor of 
neafness and order. The stamps 
must have a proper book to be 
pasted in. This must be kept im- 
maculate. And the stamps must be 
placed just so. There were pages 
for French stamps — including 
pages for French colonies. There 
were pages for American, English, 
German, Italian, and _ other 
stamps. Every stamp had its prop- 
er place; and must be properly 
placed there. All this required in- 
finite patience, and a sort of in- 
finite love, on the part of the 
stamp collector. He had also, of 
course, to learn how to use deli- 
cate instruments in handling his 
stamps. This, somehow or other, 
made him take pains with othe 
things, his clothing, his food, his 
personal belongings, and — if I 
must tell you—even his friends. 

Somewhat later in life I learned 
that the postage stamp could be 
a banker, a fairy godmother, or 


even a favorite old uncle. I learn-|. 


ed this from my wife; whose fam- 
ily, when they fled Russia from 
the Communists, carried a stamp 
album with them to Belgium. 
They lived longer on the Imperial 
Russian stamps than they did on 
the jewels they salvaged. Guard- 
jan angels could not have taken 
better care of the family than did 
those little stamps. 
Stamps Can Pray 

And now I find out that 
stamps can be missionaries too! 

In last December’s issue of Res- 
toration we printed a little squib 
headlined “Save Stamps, Save 
Souls.” This was in response to 
the appeal of the De Sales Mis- 
sion Academia for cancelled 
stamps. The mission, operated by 
the Oblates of St. Francis de Sales 
has headquarters in De Sales Hall, 
Hyattville, Maryland. Father Ed- 
ward Canavan O.S.F.S. wrote me, 
saying he had received many let- 
ters from Restoration readers. He 
added: “Be assured that you at 
Madonna House, and your fine 
work share in our twice-daily 
prayers for benefactors.” In his 
letter he enclosed a few issues of 
the mission paper so that I might 
see what stamps meant to him, I 
came across such stuff as this: 
‘Your used stamps become dollars 
for us . . we take the thousands 
upon thousgnds of stamps you 
send us . . and we need thousands 


more, please . . foreign, commem- 


orative, precancel, high value, 
and early American. Then we sell 
them to stamp dealers. . and the 
seemingly insignificant | stamps 
become not ordinary dollars but 
coins that clothe our Africans, 
build churches and orphanages 
and new schools where future 
oF epee will learn the love of 


The Stamp of God 
_ “Although we take turns sort- 
ing stamps every evening, on cer- 
tain occasions our whole com- 
munity, 109 strong, pitches in to 
help divide and conquer barrels 
of stamps. We enjoy this work, 
for it means dollars for Missionary 
Charity . . Please keep us busy. 

“For ONE used stamp, One re- 
ligious article, ONE shoelace, ONE 
penny, or One Mass stipend,— 
YOU join the Oblate family and 
share in ALL its spiritual bene- 
fits .. . Mases, Communions, spec- 
ial prayers daily, and Benefact- 
or Masses monthly. 

“We recently ee 99 9,724 
pounds of clothing to the Oblate 
Mission in Africa. The cost of 
shipping was realized in large part 
from the sale of cancelled 
stamps...” 

Give the missions an old stamp, 
it seems, and God will put His 
stamp on you! If you know a bet- 
ter bargain, let me.in on it. 

A stamp will carry your letter, 
feed you, clothe you, teach you, 
and—if you let it—even save your 
soul, and others. What more 
could you expect of a little piece o 
of paper? 

Add Litany, 
pray for us!” 


“Cancelled Stamps, 








The Byzantine Missal 


All over the U.S. and Canada 
laymen, priests, bishops, abbots, 
and nuns are writing praises of 
the Byzantine Missal recently 
published by Reverend Joseph 
Raya and Baron Jose de Vinck. 
(The baron, incidentally, is a fre- 
quent contributor to Restoration.) 

“Tt is a work of art’, Richard 
Cardinal Cushing of Boston says. 
“This book will be a blessing.” 
Bishop Fulton Sheen finds it ‘‘well 
translated and _ presented.” It 
should, he says, “have a wide ac- 
ceptance not only among the 
people of the Eastern Rite, but 
also among Latin Catholics who 
may come to know the beauties of 
the Byzantine Liturgy.” 

Rev. Stephen Zajac writes “I 
have been waiting for something 
like this’. And Rev. Bede Winslow, 
O.S.B., editor of the Eastern 
Church Quarterly, St. Augustine’s 
Abbey, Ramsgate, England, says 
“The Byzantine Missal is an ex- 
cellent piece of work. It should be 
a standard translation!” 


LUCKY TO GET JOBS 
THAT PAY $8 WEEK! 


A Rusian Catholic colony is 
growing in Brazil, according to 
the news letter of Reverend Fr. F. 
Wilcock, S.J.—whose address is 
Caixa Postal 542 Santos (Est. de 
S. Paulo.) Brazil. 

Almost every week, he says a 
ship arrives “with more refugees 
from Manchuria and China.” Re- 
cently the Chinese government 
made it easier to leave, and Brazil 
has generously offered a new 
home. 

“There are”, Fr. Wilcock says, 
“about 40,000 of the Russians in 
the city of Sao Paulo alone. Most 
of them came from Manchuria. 
They had fled there from the 
Communists; and many of their 
leaders had been taken off by the 
Soviets and placed in camps in 
Siberia. 

“These people have escaped 
from the Reds, but life in Brazil is 
Still very hard for them. They 
come with absolutely nothing, and 
can obtain only the poorest jobs. 
They are lucky if they can find a 
job that pays $8 a week. A family 
cannot live on this, so both par- 
ents must get work—which leaves 
the children helpless.” 

Fr. Wilcock has been busy try- 
ing to find money enough to build 
a house for the boys, and the Ur- 
suline Nuns of the Roman Union 
have started a hostel for the girls. 
Churches and schools must be 
built. They must have help. They 
must have priests. They must 
have money. But, Fr. Wilcock 
says, “don’t send parcels, we may 
never get them; if we do, we may 
have to spend an entire day in 
the process; and please do not 
send money orders. The pe office 
ere only 18 Cruzeiros to the dol- 

. But the rate should be in the 
neighborhood of 155 to the dol- 
lar. Checks cashed at Brazil- 
ian banks, will give that much.” 
Checks’ should made out in 
Fr. Wilcock’s name—no restrict- 
ion as to amounts—and sent to 





























om at Caixa Postal 542, Santos 
(Est. de S. Paulo) Brazil. 








JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 








Long ago and far a way, when 
I was somewhere between sixteen 
and seventeen, I visited a Mon- 
astery—now changed by the Com- 
munist government into a Con- 
centration or labor camp. The 
Monastery was called Solovsky. It 
is located on an island. I was sta- 
tioned in Murmansk, in the Arc- 
tic Circle, as a nurse in the White 
Army fighting the Reds, when I 
visited it. . 

God’s timetables are strange. 
The day I arrived happened to be 
the day one of the Monks returned 
from a distant and lonely herm- 
itage, after thirty years of solit- 
ude. The Abbot took me to his cell 
to be blessed by this holy man. 


The Blessing 


I had never seen such a person. 
He had the eyes of a child. His 
face though old, was ruddy and 
unlined, and his white hair made 
a halo around his head. He was all 
benignity, simplicity and charity. 
As I knelt, he bent down—, very 
much like our Holy Father Pope 
Pius XII did many lears later, and, 
lifting my face with his cupped 
hands, looked long into my eyes. 
Then, in a gentle voice, he said: 

“You have been born to be cru- 
cross. A sign of contradiction to 
cified on the other side of God’s 
many. You will know the pain of 
Christ. But you also will know 
His joy. You will give him a little 
flock all his own. Walk in faith 
child: Walk in faith and love 
much.” 

That happend long ago. At the 
time I was moved deeply. But to- 
day I know I met a prophet. I 
don’t know about being crucified, 
but God has allowed me to share 
a little in His pain. And Madon- 
na House isa reality .. a little 
flock that is Christ’s. 


The Pain of Christ 


Dark as the night 

Is the pain of Christ. 
Dark as the night 

And as lonely. 

Strange as the night 

Is the silence of Christ— 
And as deep. 

Long as the night 

Is the suffering of Christ— 
Long as the night— 

And as endless! 


Day stands outside of it 
Crouching and fearful. . 

For once it seems 

It cannot conquer the night! 
For the night holds 

The pain of Christ . . 

Holds His pains and His tears, 
Holds His joy, 

And will not let go. 


Chalice of night, 

Will you reveal 

To a loving heart 

The sight of one tear, 
The echo of one sigh, 
The one cry of pain, 
So that it might 

Wipe the tears, 

Share the pain, 

And gather the sighs 
Like an endless refrain? 


But the night stands still, 
Recollected, 

Holding all of it 

Unto herself. 

For even she will not 

Give away 

The secret of the 

King of Kings. 


There is but one way 

For a loving heart 

It must enter the night 
And weep where He wept, 
And sigh where He sighed, 
And suffer His pain. 


Will you open 

The door of your heart, 
Dark night, 

For a loving heart? 

The door is unlocked, 
And the loving heart 
Now abides 

In the heart of the night 
That holds it tight 

But allows it to move 
In the breadth and the width 
Of this endles night 
That held His torment. 


It takes in 

All the nights of time 

That waited 

For this night of nights, i 
This night 

That held 

Gethsemani. 


Will you lift her up, 

Dark night, the loving heart, 
And let her in.. 

Lift her up 

And let her cover Him 

From the sight of men? 

It cannot be done. 

He has to hang 

Naked and lone 

On the tree of death, 


Like a-king on a throne, 
With naught but the night at 
-noon . f 


To cover His shame. 


The loving heart stands 

At the foot of the cross, 
Shrouded in the warm noon-night. 
She cannot see a thing. ¢ 
But the warmth of His Blood, 
She feels, 

Falling on the earth. 

And some of it brushes her 

As it falls 

And she knows ecstasy. 

And so does the night. 


Strong as the night 

Is the pain of Christ, 

And as deep. , 

And why shouldn’t it be? 

For the night gathered up the 
pain © 

And kept it in the chalice 

Of the dark. . 

And all who seek Him 

Must walk to His light 

Through the dark of the night. 








SPRING 


By Diane Zdunich 











The flowers have opened their 
petals in the sun 

every blossom cries 

“praise to Him 

who made the earth 

and the flame which heats it 

and man whose feet are all about 
us’. 


The clay yawns 

and dead seeds 

burst forth from earth’s womb 
pregnant; 

sweet shoots of life 

bound out singing in growth and 
odor and color 


“Gloria;”’ 


Adam’s cry leaps to our mouth 
“the debt is paid, Alleluia! 
worship the slain Lamb who lives, 
the tree which was cut down to 


bring life.” 

Love gushes forth from the 
Eternal Spring. 

Adam. lives. 








The Dance Of Life 


By Catherine De Vinck 











Almost thoughtlessly I follow my 
course; 

The motivation of love stretches 
far beyond prudence 

And defeats, without ostentatious 
combat, 

The rules measured by the minds 
that willfully ignore 

That the end—death—is not a 
final sentence 


But a prelude to an absolutely 
simple rebirth. 


How could I speak about struggle, 

How could I gather a handful of 
dust 

And dare to call it mine, 

How could I hide beneath a 
screen of clay and bark, 

And remain sheltered, 

While upon Your lacerated Face, 
Beloved, 

Sweat and tears _and blood. are 
shaping 


The ineffable image of Divine 
Mercy? 


I cannot pretend I am alien to You 

And, though chosen, assume that 

I can still play 

In a blurred decor of uncertain 
meaning. : 

The terror, the anguish, the labor 
would be 

To disguise myself, to adopt a 
solemn pace 


Or to subscribe to the heresy that 
I am not of flesh. 


I dance the vital dance of life, 


Applauding passionately to Your 
creation, 


Adhering to You in Your Seven 
Days of delight 

When You thought of little foxes 
winding their way 

Through meadows crested with 
bluebells, 

Of gulls floating, motionless, 

With lustrous seas beneath their 
breasts, 


Of jagged, voiceless rocks sweet- 
ened by periwinkles. 


To be is thus for- me to remain 
still 
In Love’s tender Womb, to consent. 
With an ever ascendin 
to this indwelling. ea tonaTy 
To be is thus for me to move, 
With the motions of Love itself, 


Deeper and further into ¢ 
Triune Depth, ne 

As a peregrine star shooting i 
Silver trail og 

For a flashing instant, and dis- 
appearing from sight, 

Not lost, but plunged into 
density, plunge greater 


Into the unwalled dazzle of eter- 





nal skies. 





March—1959 


RESTORATION 


Pagé -Threé 











Our Lady of the Yukon 
Helps a Texas Family 


by Edie Scott 


We were at supper when the 


phone rang. Mamie answered it. 


“Edie”, she said, smiling most happily. ‘we are going to have guests. 
A family of five. Mr. and Mrs. Henry Oliver and their children. They 
are on their way to Alaska, and they are stranded. They came all the 
way from Texas. With a car, a truck, and a trailer.” 

Just as we were about to begin the Rosary, Betty Oliver and 
the two youngest, Sherry and Suzanne, arrived at Maryhouse; and 
I hurried to St. Kate’s to prepare their supper. 

‘After supper we brought them into the hostel. The two little 
girls, with shouts of joy, bounded for the top bunks. “Gee”, one 
cried, “this is the first time we ever slept in anything like this. So 


high up!” 
Storm and Stress 


For a week and a half they 
could be seen climbing up and 
over the bunks. Once they were 
asleep, that first night, Betty 
came into our peaceful kitchen at 
St. Kate’s, and sat wearily down. 
The hostel is such a cozy room, 
with its deep red floor covering, its 
neatly arranged bunk beds, its 
old-fashioned radio, and the big 
stuffed chairs. Betty eased her- 
self into the depths of one of these 
chairs and talked. Talking seemed 
to help. 

She and her husband had spent 
months preparing and saving for 
their trip. They were going to 
homestead. They had one car 
and a little truck and trailer. They 
could live in the trailer on the way 
and it would serve as a home until 
they could build one. Betty drove 
the car with the children. Henry 
drove the truck, with the trailer 
attached. It was now over two 
months since they had started. 

They hadn’t counted on the ex- 
treme cold of the north, nor on the 
mountainous snow-packed roads. 

Their vehicles broke down. Some 
days they travelled only six miles 
and spent hours waiting for re- 
pairs to be made. Their snow 
chains had to be replaced often. 
Even then they were stuck in the 
snow many times. They now had 
over 700 miles to go. Funds and 
food were low. The future looked 
dismal. They couldn’t turn back. 
They didn’t have enough money 
to take them any farther. They 
met another traveller who was 
stuck. They stopped to pull him 
out of the snow. He gave them 
his credit card to use for gas and 
repairs, should the need arise. 

The End, No, Not Yet 

About forty miles from White- 
horse, on an ‘icy steep hill, Betty’s 
car skidded toward the edge of 
a cliff. Her mind went blank with 
fear. The car came to an abrupt 
stop. A snow bank had stopped her 
from going over the side. 

A little further down the hill 
Henry skidded. The trailer broke 
loose, smashed into the back of 
the truck, and lodged itself deep 
in the snow at the bottom of the 
hill. 

They righted their vehicles on 
the road, in the dark and bitter 
cold. They attempted to move the 
trailer, but they could not. A part 
of the truck gave way. There was 
nothing to do but to find the near- 
est garage. They lit flares, tied 
their two little dogs inside the 
trailer, and drove on. 

Near Whitehorse they found a 
garage, but the owner could not 
help them until the next day. 
They drove on into Whitehorse 


and looked for a hotel. They had! 


just enough for one night. With 
luck they would be on their way 
in the morning. 

Henry left in Betty’s car for the 
garage while Betty and the 
children sat in the hotel room all 
day waiting. Evening came. 
There was no sign of her hus- 
band. Betty began to worry. Some- 
body told her of Maryhouse. And 
here she was. ~ 

Have Some More Grief 

Sometime ~ after midnight, 
Henry arrived.He had a story too. 
The garage’s tow truck tried to 
move Henry’s truck. The whole 
day had been spent trying to re- 
pair it. Then it moved the truck. 
But on the way back to the garage 
the tow truck burst into flames 

The next week was a condensed 

litany of disappointments. The 
car gave out. The wheels on the 
trailer broke. 
“It’s much better to have these 
things break now”, Mamie said 
“than after you are on the way 
again, and perhaps far away from 
help’. 

Friday of that week was Henry’s 
birthday. He had planned to 
celebrate it in Alaska. The child- 
ren spent the day secretly making 
a birthday card for him. They 
surprised him with this—and with 
a birthday cake I made. He was 
sure that they would get the 
trailer in that night. 

-There was an air of excitement 
- gathering over this prospect, and 
also because was “Daddy’s 
birthday”. Suzanne, the youngest 
was a little more bouncy than us- 
ual. Her mother said looking up 
at the statue of Our Lady,” Su- 
zanne, please sit down and be- 
have yourself. The Blessed Moth- 


er is looking at you”. Suzanne 





looked up at the statue and then 
at her mother. “No, she’s not, 
Mummy. She’s got her eyes 
closed.” 

Aint We Got Fun? 

Betty and I planned to get their 
washing done that night. They 
hadn’t been able to have a laundry 
done since they had left. Every 
one was jubilant when the big, 
old and very dusty -smashed-in 
trailer was pulled up in front of 
St. Kate’s. It seemed there would 
be lots more than just the wash- 
ing to attend to. 

The inside of the trailer was a 
mess. The oil had been spilled 
from a little stove. It reeked of 
doggy odors. But’ the cleaning 
would have to wait for Betty and 
I started right in on the laundry. 
She washed and I wrung out the 
clothes. I took them over to Mary- 
house, rinsed them, and put them 
through the dryer. By the time 
Henry got home that night we had 
baskets of neatly folded clean 
clothes ready. 

But they didn’t have their car. 
It hadn’t been touched. It had 
been moved out of the garage, 
where Henry and our Denis 
Happy had been working on it, 
to make room for the tow truck 
which needed some repairs—and 
had been neglected. 

Saturday found Betty feverishly 
trying to clean the trailer. It was 
so cold that the water on the 
floor would turn to ice before she 
could mop it up, so she would 
wash a bit and then sweep out 
the ice with a broom. Henry, 
meantime, patched the big hole 
in its front. By noon, the trailer 
was clean, Mamie had given 
them a rug for the floor, the hole 
was patched and all was livable 
again. 

Never once had I seen Betty 
or Henry discouraged. But now 
Betty had lost confidence in her 
driving. She dreaded the rest of 
the 700 mile journey. 























PEACE 
BE TO YOU 
ALLELUIA 


Time to Smile 

It wasn’t surprising, after all. 
they had been through. Mamie 
suggested a diversion. She sent 
Betty and the children off to the 
show with me. What a happy co- 
incidence! They had tried to see 
the show “Old Yeller’’, over a year 
ago in Texas and hadn’t been able 
to get into an overpacked theatre. 

When we arrived home, all 
nicely relaxed, Henry told us 
Betty’s car would be fixed that 
night. Betty’s face revealed her 
fear. Prayer was the only recourse 
Mamie let me go with them to the 

age, so I might accompany 
Betty back to town. She drove as 
confidently, up and down hills, as 
she had done before. Our prayers 
were answered. ; 

Betty and Henry are not Cath- 
olic, but they were eager to have 
Father Gene bless all the vehicles, 
and to have Mamie say the “pray- 
er for the travellers” over them. 
Mamie packed boxes of food, and 
plans were all made for an early 
start the next morning. 

The temperature had dropped, 
so they didn’t leave too early. 
While they waited for motors to 
loosen up, Betty and I sat chat- 
ting in the trailer. 

She asked me for a catechism, 
and wondered if she might wear 
a Rosary around her neck. “Never 
once” she said, “has any one of 
you at Maryhouse preached to us. 
You’re all so close and united, 
and you make us feel as if the 
Catholic church is one big family. 
How I’ve longed to find that 


unity! I want to belong too”. 


~ 


-“Hs life work would be a spectac- 





The New Merton Book 


By Rev. Emile Briere 











“The Secular Journal of Thom- 
as Merton”, Farrar, Straus and 
Cudahy, $3.75 in U.S. 270 pp. 

This Journal covers two years of 
Thomas Merton’s life. Begun in 
October, 1939, when the author 
was 24, it ends with an entry 
dated Nov. 27, 1941. The reader 
will find here many of the things 
that made “The Seven Storey 
Mountain” a best seller a few 
years later, brilliant thoughts on 
art and literature, apt comments 
on the state of the world, and pro- 
found discussions of the spirit- 
ual life which already bear the 
master’s stamp. All this and much 
more, richly spiced with humor 
and throbbing with life. 

Beginning in Greenwich Vil- 
lage where young Merton lived 
while attending Columbia, you 
follow him on a holiday to Cuba, 
then to St. Bonaventure’s Univ- 
ersity where he taught for a time, 
to Harlem Friendship House and 
the beginning of a life-long 


This is a book to suit all tastes. 
This is not a_ book of spiritual 
reading. But it will be profitably 
used as spiritual reading. It is not 
a mere entertainment but most 
entertaining. It is not a travel- 
ogue, but you will learn much 
about other countries. It is not a 
text-book of art or literature or 
ethics, yet it is illuminating in 
these various fields. 

May it be read by millions! Ca- 
tholics,. Protestants, pagans; 
young and old will find here prof- 
itable reading. 

And remember, the profits go 
to the poor, to God’s people. 








Thomas Merton and | 


By 
Catherine De Hueck Doherty 











Thomas Merton, now the Rev- 
erend Father Louis of the Abbey of 
Gethsemani, Kentucky, a Trappist 
Monk, not only has become a best 
seller since his book “The Seven 
Storey Mountain was published, 
but also is responsible for a new 





friendship with our “B”, (the Bar- 
oness Catherine de Hueck-Do- 
/herty), ending on the threshhold 
lof Gethsemani Abbey. And every 
'step of the way is worthwhile. | 
| Here are a few samples: 
Merton Thinking 





look at the city, and move in it, 
the more you love it, and the 
the more you give back to it, and 
more you take from it, if you) 
want to you become utterly) 
if you want to you become utterly 
part of it, of its whole interpene-| 
tration of joys and benefits, and 
this, after all, is the very pattern 
of eternal life, it is a symbol of 
salvation, and this sinful city of 
Havana is so constructed that you 
may read in it, if you know how to 
live in it, an analogy to the king- 
dom of heaven.” (pp. 60-61). 

“The only thing that can save 
us is an army of saints .. . Where 
will they come from? Nobody can 
really say, except those who think 
about it seem to believe (like Mar- 
itain) the saints will come from 
the poorest of the laity, from the 
depths of the slums... (p. 105). 

“Instead of having faith, which 
is a virtue, and therefore nourish- 
es the soul and gives it a healthy 
life, people merely have a lot of 
opinions, which excite the soul but 
don’t give it anything to feed it, 
just wear it out until it falls over 
from exhaustion.” (p. 116) 


ular failure if there could be any- 
thing spectacular about someone 
so completely unimportant as H. 
G. Wells.” (p. 117). 

We Don’t Want Pain 

“We have no peace because we 
have done nothing to keep peace, 
not even prayed for it! We have 
not even desired peace except for 
the wrong reasons: because we 
didn’t want to get hurt, we didn’t 
want to suffer. But if the best 
reason we have for desiring peace 
is only that we are cowards, then 
we are lost from the start, because 
the enemy only sees in our cow- 
ardice his first and most effect- 
ive weapon.” (pp. 121-122.) : 

On his first visit to Gethsemani: 
“T should tear out all the other 
pages of this book, and all the 
other pages of anything else I 
have ever written, and begin here. 
This is the centre of America... 
It is an axle around which the 
whole country blindly turns, and 
knows nothing about it . . What 
right have I to be here? I feel 
like a thief and a murderer all my 
life, murdering God’s grace in 
myself and in others, murdering 
Him in His image. I have broken 
out of the jail in which I lay justly 
condemned and have rushed even 
into the place of the King Whose 
Son I murdered, and I implore the 
mercy of the Queen who sits here 
enthroned...” (Pp. 183, 184.) 

Man On The Way 

Truth, Beauty, Goodness, Joy, 
Sorrow, Love are in this book. And 
God. The True God, the Beautiful 
God whose Beauty spills over into 
all His creation, the Good God 
Who’s Name is Love, the Joyful 
and sorrowful Christ. And a cul- 
tured young American Christian 
beginning man’s pilgrimage to- 
wards man’s real destiny. 

Friends of Catherine de Hueck 
will be particularly interested in 
the pages which tell of her meet- 
ing with Thomas Merton and of 
her influence upon him. They will 





also want to read the Preface to 
this book in which he praises her 
—as she so richly deserves to be 
praised—and with kingly largesse 
hands over to her and her Lay 
Apostolate, as he had done years 
ago when the manuscript was 
completed, all royalties accruing 
from the sale of this Journal. So 
the poor help the poor! God will 
bless Father Louis and his super- 
iors of the Trappist Order who 
graciously gave their consent to 
this rather unusual transaction 








lin favor of the Lay Apostolate. 


trend in publishing, and for trul 
re-awakening a thirst for silence 
and contemplation in the hearts 
of Americans. 

Father Louis has done many 
things, many great and extra- 


2 | ordinary things, since he gave up| 
On Havana: “The more you/4)j desire to do them. He became| 


rich in many ways, since he realiz- 
ed his utter poverty. He went far 
since he began to stand still. 

Out of his richness of spirit, 
he has made paupers like me 
wealthy, for his charity reaches 
i 
monastery. 

One of Many 

I am one whom his infinite 
charity touched with its warm 
glowing simplicity. He wrote 
about me and Harlem in The 
Seven Storey Mountain and 
Friendship House became known 
to thousands, who helped it. 
Many went to Harlem to see me, 
but I was not there. I was here, in 
MADONNA HOUSE, COMBER- 
MERE. 

I have little to add to what he 
says in his great book, about our 
first meeting. That is exactly how 
we met. Only, of course, I did not 
know that he had heard my boom- 
ing voice while passing by the hall 
in which I spoke. 

Nor did I know anything about 
him, except that he was a pro- 
fessor at St. Bonaventure’s Col- 
lege. He seemed a sad young man. 
An undecided young man. I knew 
many, just like him—and still do. 

I love youth. I especially love 
“seeking” youth. I want to help 
them, stop them from being sad. 
There seemed about Thomas Mer- 
ton much contradiction. He want- 
ed to be poor. Yet he loved the 
comforts of life. He wanted to 
reach the Absolute, yet the finite 
seemed to hold him fast. There 
was a struggle in him. A holy 
struggle. The kind I know about. 
I struggled like that myself, once. 
upon a time. 

I did not know how I could help 
him ,except by praying, and by 
loving him, as my ‘brother in 
Christ”, loving him from afar— 
and perhaps, offering to help him 
cross into the domain of Lady 
Poverty. 

Come and Be Poor 


This latter was easy, for me to 
do—for I lived in that domain, in 
Harlem, in New York City. I was 
rich in poverty and easily could 
share it with anyone. It seemed to 
me that Thomas Merton did need 
Lady Poverty. I knew she would 
teach him many things. 

So I spoke my few words of ad- 
vice and offered the hospitality of 
the poverty that reigned ai 
Friendship House. He accepted. 
And he spent with us some time. 
He was very simple. He took part 
in all our humble tasks. He dic 
not speak much. But evidently, as 
time showed, observed much. I’m 
sure he learned much. At the same 
time we learned much from him. 

Then came a retreat, given to us 
by our friend, my spiritual direct- 
or at the time, the Rev. Doctor 
Paul Hanley Furfey. He spoke, ex- 
clusively, on the role of the Lay 
Apostolate. And it has puzzled me 
ever since why Thomas Merton 
came to me after that retreat to 
say he was leaving for the Trap- 
pist Monastery. 

I was ignorant of his back- 
ground. Iam ignorant of the 
background of many other people, 
for I have a deep reverence for 
the dignity of a human being— 
especially one in distress and I 
hate to ask personal questions. 

Lay Apostle? No! | 

What should I know about my 
brothers or sisters in Christ, but 
that they. are related to me in the 
Lord; that, in fact, to me they 
are the Lord himself; and that 
they have every right on me, as 
it were, and I have every duty and 


I must help them without. ask- 
ing any questions, sometimes I 
do not know even a person’s last 
name; for the only name that 
matters to me, frankly, is the 
name God knows them by—the 
baptismal name. 

But I could not help wondering, 
why a retreat on the Lay Apos- 
tolate should mak a man decide 
to be not a lay 
monk, a priest. 

Thomas Merton went to his 
glorious adventure with God. 

Before he left, he gave me a 
diary he had written, and told me 
that I could do with it whatever 
I wanted. Should it ever be pub- 
lished, I could keep the royalties 
for our apostolate. 

I offered it to several Catholic 
publishers. They were not inter- 
ested in it, so I shipped it, with a 
lot of other effects, to Comber- 


apostle but a 


ling in which our new Madonna 
House Apostolate was started. 


About a year ago I was cleaning 
out a lot of documents and or- 
ganizing them for the archives, 


manuscript! 
Priest and Writer 
Sitting on the floor of the cold 





y| attic, I realized that Thomas Mer- 


ton had become one of the great 
Catholic writers of the world. 
Perhaps publishers might now be 
interested in this manuscript. Per- 
haps our immense need of cash, 
which beats around us like a 
tragic sea, constantly rising and 
| falling and always threatening 
to engulf us, could be calmed by 
| the blessed oil of royalties. 

I wrote Father Louis about it. 
| With the permission of his relig- 
ious superiors, the manuscript has 


n all directions from his silent| recently been published under the} 4 


title of “A SECULAR JOURNAL”. 


| Many papers, as well as in this is-| 
| sue of RESTORATION. 

What I did not expect was that, | 
in his charity, Fr. Louis would| 
once again mention me and my| 





}man that he did. Moreover, he 
|bade me, under holy obedience, 
| not to change a word of it what he 
| wrote—as I otherwise would have 
lindubitably tried to do. 


The Needs of Christ 


I’m grateful to him that he 
mentioned our needs—for they 
are those of the poor of Christ. 
I’m truly without shame when it 
comes to begging, or when it 
comes to having anyone else beg 
for us. But I must also confess 
that I blush to think of all the 
nice things that, in his charity, 
Fr. Louis says about me. For all 
I have to offer to God, the ap- 
ostolate, and our fellow men—is 
my absolute poverty, which Christ 
alone can make rich. So I offer 
this, with my weakness, and my 
|need—for Him to fill. 
| I thank Fr. Louis from the 
bottom of -my heart, and on 
oehalf of all of us, and especially 
the poor of Christ, for having re- 
membered our humbie apostolate 
in his SEVEN STOREY MOUN- 
TAIN, and in his preface to the 
“SECULAR JOURNAL”. 

And I thank God that Thomas 
Merton, the sad and seeking 
young man _ passed _ through 
Friendship House—and blessed it 
by his presence—on his way to 
Gethsemani and the great silence 
and peace of the Lord and I hope 
he will keep on telling us apostles 
of the Market Place and its noise 
how to possess our souls in peace 
—in the peace and silence and 





mere, and the little six-room dwel- | 


Thus I came across the precious| 


; it 
But such is the greatness of the 





Liturgy Movement 
Spreading Over Country 


By Richard Parker 











| Stella Maris House, Portland, 
|Ore.—I’m sitting in our combin- 
jation living and dining room 
|quarters. The wind is howling, 
|sending its angry voice down our 
|stove pipe—creating eerie noises 
| which allows one’s imagination to 
|run rampant. 

| A few days ago, in a letter to 
|a friend in the frozen East, I com- 
'mented on how our rose bushes 
| were still blooming—a phenomen- 
/on I still find it hard to realize 
in the middle of winter. 

Inside this room, it is warm and 
cosy. The record player is play- 
|ing hymns in this Ash Wednesday 
/atmosphere. In a few days time, 
|we will be clebrating the Feast 
| of the Risen Lord. 


One cannot help but think of 

| the goodness, the love and mercy 

| of God, which He has for a Il of us. 
The Liturgy Spreads 

And one cannot help but thank 


God greatly for the past year. 
There are sO many things to 
thank Him for, one hardly knows 
where to begin. We could start 
with the liturgical movement 
which is spreading throughout 


the country. How good it is to see 

sO many parishes stressing the 
liturgy to their people, an active 
participation in the Mass rather 
than a passing one. 


You hear of many more parishes 
aving congregational singing, di- 
logue Masses. Some even have 


h 


Reviews of the book will appear in| dl iy hai gs ht ge 3 


line with the parish taking an 
active part. All of this is bringing 
us closer to God. 


Study clubs are sprouting up 
all over. People are taking an 
interest in learning more about 
and about the social 
teachings of the church. 


Here in Portland there is much 
of this activity going on. A few 
parishes are doing much in the 
field of the liturgy, bringing to 
| their people a closer realization of 
|the Mass, and what their active 
| participation will mean to them in 
| their lives. As time goes on, people 
| themselves begin to realize this, 
and to make up for what they 
have missed. 


| It is so good to hear and see 
| young and old people singing to- 
| gether their praise for God. 
Give Family To Christ 


Apostolic groups like the CFM 
(the Christian Family Movement) 
are doing much in restoring the 
family to Christ. The Young 
|Christian Workers are also right 
there pitching in. The Young 
Christian Workers were co-spon- 
|sors with the YCS and CFM in 
having a New Year’s holy hour, 
from 11:30 to 12:30. A far cry from 
the usual New Year’s celebration, 
but a beautiful one to see. 


We have many different groups 
coming here to Stella Maris for 
meetings and discussions. It is a 
wonderful sight to see a group of 
people from various backgrounds 
and faiths meeting together to 
discuss a common problem, and 
working together until they reach 
a solution. 

It is a living proof that people 
can get together and learn much 
from each other, if given the op- 


portunity. 





charity of God. 


A Happy Easter to the world. 





secaneare: 


OUR 








Ee : 
Miss Mary Alma Beauchamp, 





WHO’S WHO 






at present in charge of the book- 


keeping at Madonna House—a job in which she cannot help but 
see the Holy Ghost at work, doing miracles with pennies—came to 
the apostolate as_a Staff Worker Applicant a little more than two 
years ago, and was given her silver cross in August of 1957. 

Miss Beauchamp is a native of Montreal, and the pride of two 
well-known Academies, St. Gabriel’s and St. Wilibrod’s. She is the 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Adolphe Beauchamp, of 6618 Beaulieu St., 
Montreal. 

Most fortunately for us, she had quite a little experience in bank- 
ing before she knocked on the Blue Door of Madonna House. The 
picture shows her about to write out a receipt, acknowledging the 





every privilege of helping them? 


cheque of some blessed donor. 
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A DRIFTWOOD DIARY 


By Sally Murphy 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta: In our file cabinet, wedged 
in between “Chapel Goods” and 
“City Sanitary Inspection’ is a 
folder marked “Christophers”. 
This folder contains letters receiv- 
ed over the course of two or three 
years from some of the men who 
have passed through the Blue 
Door of Marian Centre. Many bear 
postmarks from construction com- 
panies and mines in British Col- 
umbia, Alberta, the Northwest 
Territories, and Saskatchewan. 
Many others are written on cheap 
paper bearing the mimeographed 
notice: ‘Prisoners allowed no par- 
cels except clothing and reading 
matter” ... the engraved sta- 





little security and something and 
some place Ican call my own. 
terror. All I want in life now is a 
When I get out of here, the 





struggle for existence begins the 


LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 





first day. I hope to get a job in 
a camp kitchen where I can save 
some money and get back on my 
feet again...” 
An Annual Report 
One of the shortest communi- 
cations ever received consisted of 


thority of the Church of Rome, 
For the older and better establish- 
ed bodies the trouble is somewhat 
as follows: 


The Romish Church 
+ “For many generations you 


one word on a Christmas card last 
year. The word was “Gratefully”, 
and was followed by the signature 
of a man who had been with us 
the year before for Christmas din- 


ne 


He had arrived 
stranger, on Christmas Day. The 
weather was close to zeso, and it 
was growing dark. Jock was in his 
shirtsleeves when he knocked at 


r. 


in town, a 


have been taught error regarding 
the Roman Catholic Church, such 
as ‘Romanism is an imposter, it 
is anti-Christian, despotic—its 
holy men were saintly in spite of 
the Church (or system) to which 
they belonged.’ You accept these 
and other such statemnts as ab- 
solutely true, although you never 
investigated them except as stat- 
ed in books written by those of like 
mind with you. In other words 





tionery of the Provincial Gaol.. 

Some of the handwriting is la- 
bored, the letters formed with dif- 
ficulty, the spelling bad. Others 
are written in a careful hand— 
the sentence structure and vocab- 
ulary giving evidence of a better- 
than-average education. But 
whatever the handwriting the 
content of the letterrs is invari-| 
ably written with sincerity some-| 
times exultation occasionally grief 
and often humor. 

Fine Young Women 

A letter received recently was 
sent to one of our Staff Workers. 
It reads in part: ‘This is in grat- 
itude for your work of kindness. . 
I do not know your name, but I 
know that it is fine young women 
like you that keep some of us old 
timers from throwing in the 


” 


sponge altogether ... 

There are a number of carefully 
reserved missives from our faith- 
ul friend, Teddy, which show 
that despite his frequent run-ins 
with the Police, he has managed 
to keep his sense of humor. “Just 
a few lines to let you know that 
the devil got one more strangle 
holt on me...If you can, 
rake me up a pair of pants 
and a shirt and send it tome... 
the bad boy Teddy got 10 days. I 
was not drunk. You know I don’t 
drink (ha ha). Best regards to all 
at Marian Centre. Teddy, (the 
Dancing Fool.)” : 

Northern Paradise 

Many of the Brothers Christo- 
pher have no families. When they 
do find a job, perhaps after a long 
period of searching, they have to 
tell somebody. One letter, received 
from a uranium mine in Saskatch- 
ewan reads: “This is a small camp 
—bursting at the seams, with a 
big program of building under 
way, and all the earmarks of a 
going concern. I am very content 


Another man writes: “We are 
located 20 yards off the Arctic 
Ocean, 1860 miles north of Ed- 
monton. The ocean is not too 
frozen right now (July), but all 
the inland lakes, rivers, etc., are. 
And big ice floes'on th ocean, big 
winds all the time, not a tree, 
flower or grass. Just rocks and 
mud. Eskimos live here, but no 
vegetation. Sun is up 24 hours a 
day. The meals are the very finest, 
we don’t work hard, nice camps, 
and we got a raise in pay. I really 
like it here and will do my best 
to stay as long as I can.” 

Occasionally, letters from our 
Brothers Christopher are a 
strange mixture of pathos and 
humor. One from the Saskatche- 
wan Provincial Gaol reads: “Some 

time ago you told me if I needed 
help to write and let you know. 
Well, as you can see by the head- 
ing of this letter, I am on a little 
extended vacation, or, as they say, 
in the Hands of the Philistines. I 
came in here pretty lightly dres- 


hE 
ing ou , 

another stor . .. it’s cold in here 
now! I you get what I am 


hinting at, eh? Yes! I could use 
some warm clothing. Will be back 
in Edmonton soon to 


to work 
and hope to <i. 


The Least of These 

Not all our letters arrive in the 
mail. One, signed by a priest here 
in the City, was vered by the 
person to whom it refers: “Ido 
Teos is a sick man and gives signs 
Be Le es 
ness: worry. I don’ ow 
whom to direct him. Could 
feed him and give him a 


to sleep? If necessary I will repay 
you...” 
Sitting in (or is it t) al 


unten out, or- think a li 
about why he is there. Or 
One: recei 
who is thinking things over reads: 
“I am doing 9 months and have 
no friends on the outside. I asked 
Jim if you would mind hearing 
from another alcoholic and he 
said Certainly Not. So here I am. 
I am 28, started drinking at 17, 
though I never really liked the 
taste of liquor or beer. 

“T drank primarily to get drunk. 
I know it’s foolish, but in some 
ways the thought of facing a life 
without a at times is sheer 





}read: “Just wanted you to know! 


. +. in active, constructive, wale. 
had 


enough money to 
things, but we haven’t. 





the door, and we were just clear- 
ing up after the big meal. We 
warmed up some of the turkey 
and found him an overcoat and a 
place to sleep. 

We never saw him again, nor 
heard from him, until the card ar- 
rived the following Christmas 
bearing a British Columbia post- 
mark. This Christmas another 
card came from him (incidentally 
he had been an alcoholic) which 





that I have been working and 
sober for close to a year. Jock.” 

Another 
sage this year brought back mem- 
ories of a fellow who came to 
Marian Centre about a year ago— 
out of work and down on his luck. 
The message read: “Finally got a 
job. You people helped me over a 
rough few months. Not much I 
can do for you, but am enclosing 
fifty dollars. Happy Christmas. 

The tools of our work? A lot of 
stew and some o ld clothes. And 
as much kindness and under- 
standing as our weak natures al- 
low to leak out. The results? Some 
letters and cards—just hinting at 
what might be the results if our 
personnel and facilities allowed 
us to do more along the lines of 
rehabilitation. Still, who knows 
what Our Lady of the Way has in 
mind for Marian Centre in the 
future? 








One Man's Scrap .. 
Another Man's Gold 


S:0:3...... BOS, ..; This time 
the scrap that would be gold to 
us, deals with recreational and 
handicraft materials, for work 
with children and youth. Our Ma- 
donna House Recreational Center 
is in full swing, and we badly need 











you accept as infallible your own 
teachers, but you deny infallibil- 
ity to that Church of Rome which 
maintained the Faith for centur- 
ies before your church was organ- 
ized, and which preserved for you 
the New Testament which 
regard as infallible”. 


you 


Mr. Lacy, God, sets up ordinary 


men, such as “Luther, Henry VIII, 
Calvin, Knox, Browne, Williams, 
Fox, Penn, Wesley, Randall, Hoop- 
|ie, Campbell Smith, Miller, Booth, 
|or Russell”—and such women as| 
“ ; |Mary Baker Eddy—against Your| 
Christmas card mMe€S-/ Son Jesus. Jesus, he points out, | 
founded a Church 
His followers that the gates of hell 
should not prevail against it. It 
stood for fifteen hundred years 
and then—if you believe some of 
our separated brethren—then He 
had to rely on the dissenting mind 
of one man, and then of another, 
and another, 
correct the errors of that Church 
“to which He promised His con- 
tinuing presence for all time.” 


and assured | 


and another, to 


Does Christ Approve? 
Could Christ, he asks, possibly 


approve the teaching of “‘these dis- 
senting bodies that have fought 
against His Church?” 


Lord, I join Mr. Lacy in pray- 


ing to You for all our separated 
brethren, especially their leaders. 
Let Your light 
them, and especially on those who 
love You best. 


shine on all of 


And let us all, some day, join in 


Father Doyle’s short prayer. ‘‘In- 
finite Love, give me infinite love 
to love Thee.” 


It might be well to keep its au- 


thor’s name a secret for the time 
being, Lord. There are ministers 
who think a Jesuit 
poisonous kind of Catholic there 
is. 


is the most 


Let me love You too, God, more 


and more each day. I am such a 
mean and nasty sinner. I am such 
a weak and foolish louse! Yet I DO 
love You. A little. Eddie. 





things that many people have in 
those precious and wondrous at- 
tics and basements — tucked 
away from the time when their 
married son was a junior and the 
married daughter was very much 
of a junior miss. 

Or again, maybe Catholic 
schools, clubs, or for that matter, 
any club, Protestant, Jewish or 
Catholic, and any school—might 
have equipment that they don’t 
need, old equipment tucked away 
somewhere. 

And what is this scrap that 
would mean gold to us?— 

. Boxing Gloves (small sets) 

. Light medicine balls. 

. Cocoanut or _ rubber-foam 
gymnastic mats. 
Punching Bags. 
variety). 

- Any amount of skipping ropes 
you can spare or find. 

. Soccer type footballs. 
Hockey sticks. (We could use 
several dozen!) 

. Balls for baseball. (remember 
your youth!) 

Volley Balls, 


ey 
. Light baseball bats. (for fu- 


ture big-leaguers! ) 
. Spiked baseball shoes (for 
boys: from 10—16.) 
Small sized skis. 


- Baseball , without which 
the baacteis: won’t be any 


(stand-up 


ry 





i 
no 


2K 
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14. Men's sized ski boots. 





15. Ci Saws and b. ; 
— 


16. 
17. Small. tools for c 3 
ee and other: handicrafte " 
much—and so little—to 





Man Without Guile 


By John Carmel 








Some recreation. I wish we 
tae all these 

Why not put a keep-sake to 
work? Why not make a memory 
incarnate itself in another child, 
who perhaps never had the 
portunities that yours did? 

And if per chance there are 
some who would like to buy us a 
baseball and a glove, a volley ball, 
or a set of hockey sticks, who am 
I to Spey you re doing so? It 
won’t be scrap perhaps, but it will 
still be gold ¥ us. i you, you 
pai be rd me Three Wise Men. 
or you will bringi ifts t 
children. In them is the Child. 
es Le gee your gifts a 

undred fold when He meets you. 
Thank you. . 





thanael, son of Tolmai, 
painfully on the evil-smelling 
straw pallet, the cell’s solitary art- 
icle of furniture. He winced from 
the pain of his flayed skin, and 
sought some measure of comfort 
by lying on his side. In vain. His 
wounds, newly opened, 
afresh to ooze blood. 


In the hot stuffy dungeon, Na- 
stirred 


began 
A dim light filtering through 


the bars of the narrow opening 
high in the wall fell on the water 
jar, and Nathanael, 
stretching out his arm, moistened 
his parched lips. 


gingerly 


“It cannot be long now”, he 


mused. “Daylight must be near. 
Then they will come for me, as 
Astyages ordered.” 





Joy in Pain 

He lay quiet, and a voice began 
to talk to him; a voice he did not 
realize was his own, so joyous was 
it, so full of melody. How could 
it be the voice of one in such in- 
tolerable pain? Yet, of course it 
was his voice, for it remembered 
his glorious past. 

“It has been a long journey 
since that first day. Egypt and 
Ethiopia and Arabia and Meso- 
potamia and Persia and Armenia, 
and where not else! How well I 
remember that first day, that 
day of days in Cana, when He 
saw me under the fig tree! 

“And how disappointed I was, 
at first, at Ben Issachar, the vil- 
lage merchant. I liked him be- 
cause he always had news to tell, 


or interesting stories, or ridicu-| 


lous jokes. I thought, when I saw 
him coming, that he would have 
some reliable account of that new 
prophet preaching beyond the 
Jordan, the Lader who had 
eclipsed even John the Baptist. 
But Ben Issachar had interest 
only in business that day; and 
he brushed aside my queries about 
Jesus as if the subject were un- 
worthy of conversation. 

“I was so irritated I strode into 
the cool of my Cana garden and 
threw myself down beneath the 
fig tree, a prey to mixed emot- 
ions. 

The Word Is Nigh 

“ ‘Some don’t care a fig for 
truth’, I muttered, idly handling 
a fig that had fallen. My mood 
brightened at this happy play on 
words. I picked up my copy of the 
Torah, and began leisurely to turn 
its leaves. Suddenly the words of 
Moses caught my eye. ‘But the 
Word is nigh to thee.’ The Word! 
Nigh to me? Could it possibly be 
true that the Messiah, the son of 
God, had come at last, and in 
Cana of all places? 

“The idea was thrilling but ab- 
surd. Common sense asserted it- 
self. My excitement began to fade. 
Unexpectedly, a voice, Phillip’s 
eager and overjoyed, broke in 
upon my reverie. 

“ ‘Nathanael, Nathanael, we 
have discovered who it was that 
Moses wrote of. It is Jesus, the 
son of Joseph! Jesus of Nazareth!’ 
My renewed interest, scarcely yet 
born, was almost stilled at birth. 
Nazareth! As if any good could 
come from such a place as that 
God-forsaken spot! 

He Saw It All 

“But* Philip, beside himself 
with excitement would not be de- 
nied. ‘Come and_ see’, he said. 
‘Come and see’. So I went and I 
saw. Cana and Calvary. The Cen- 
turion. Caiphas and Barabbas. I 
saw it all, and slowly learned that 
He was indeed the true Son of 
God, the real King of Israel. 

“Greater things I have indeed 
seen, aS He promised. 

“ ‘Behold a true Israelite’, Jesus 
said to me when He saw me com- 
ing, ‘in whom there is no guile.’ 
He knew me before Philip called 
me, He said. He knew me when 
I was under the fig tree. He saw 
me there—though He was far 
away. I was so astounded I burst 








“Our young congregation, 
founded in France 12 years ago, 
is the only non-cloistered order 
of Sisters which accepts as relig- 
ious women of all ages, those han- 
dicapped, blind, or chronically 
ill”, says Sister Marie Michael, the 
Superior. 

“We have now six Sisters at 
Owensboro who are doing social 
work. A blind Sister, with the help 
of another, takes the parish cen- 
sus. Other sisters visit the poor 
in their homes and help young 
mothers with their babies; they 
also nurse the sick. 

“Our principal aim is to spread 
the Gospel.” 

Those who want to offer them- 
selves—or,to aid the new Con- 
gregation—may write to Sister 
Marie Michael, 1516 Parrish Ave., 
Owensboro, Ky. U.S.A. 


THE IMPORTANCE 
OF HERE AND NOW 


by Jose De Vinck 

















Existentialism — the ralization 
of one’s own, individual, anguish- 
ing, immediate vocation to 
something—is nothing new, and 
all the truth it contains was clear- 
ly defined before the word was 
ever coined. Aristotle was an Ex- 
istentialist with his notion of the 
importance of the real and actual; 
and St. Paul, exposing the doc- 
trine of Christ, writes: ““Now is the 
acceptable time.” And he did not 
mean “at the time of this writing” 
but “at the time of your reading.” 
Such great men as Gabriel Marcel 
and Louis Lavelle developed Ex- 
lines of 








i oes 


We do not live anywhere else 
than here and now. For what we 
did is accomplished, and where 
we were is in the past. What we 
shall do is not yet come upon us, 
and where we shall be is in the 
hands of Providence. So there is 
no choice as to the point of impact 
of our deeds: it is here and now, 
and nowhere else. 

This is encouraging, but it is 
also frightening. Encouraging for 
all those who weep in the expect- 
ation of God’s kinddom, in the 
pain of its absence, in the anguish 
of men’s sin. For the pain they 
have to bear is never more than 
the pain of now: the pain of yes- 
terday is gone, and the pain of to- 
morrow—which might never come 
about—is not yet upon them. So 
all that is to be done is to take 
hold of this present split second, 
and hold on until.the next. When 
seen in this light, few things are 
too hard to bear. 

Stevenson once said that man’s 
courage and endurance are great- 
er than he knows: for when a 
dreaded event actually comes, 
there,is found in him more 
strength to cope with it than he 
thought himself able to muster. 
These are not his actual words: he 
expressed it much better, but the 
idea has-always stuck in my 
mind, and it is very helpful. 

The fact that we live only here 
and now is also frightful, in a 
sense: for the value of our life, 
the sum total of our spiritual bal- 
ance sheet, is made up of the added 
instants of all our heres and nows 
that are totally irreversible and ir- 
replaceable. If we wasted them, 
they are gone forever; if we made 
our humble best of them, they are 
forever jewels in our crown of 


glory. 



































out with the wotds He awdke inl te ie peers ; 
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upon the Son of Man”.’ The statue, by the renowned sculptress, 

Some Voices Never Die Miss Frances Rich, of Santa Barbara, Cali- 

Even when the rough grasp of fornia, is nearing completion; as this recent 
the guards on his pain-racked photograph shows. It is expected the statue 
body jerked Nathanael Bar Tolmai will be finished this Summer in Italy, and 
to his feet and back to the present, installed at Madonna House sometime this 
the musical voice continued to Autumn. 
speak to him. 

Daylight was streaming 
through the bars, silhouetting the 
soldiers of Astyages. They led him 
brusquely out into the open court- 
yard, where he was forced to his 
knees below a tree. He was not too 
surprised to notice it was a fig 
tree! 

He raised his eys to the fruit 
so closely woven into the fabric of 
his life. And Lo, tree and yard dis- 
solved in a blinding light that 
streamed from the heavens! The 
heavens had opened to descend- 
ing angels hastening to accom- 
pany in glory the Son of Man as 
He came down to earth. 

“Master!” Nathanael cried. The 
sword fell, and his head rolled in 
the sand. 

. A RESTORATION, 
Lame? Halt? Blind? {j) cowsermene, 


Yet You May Be A Nun 


Many readers of Restoration 
will rejoice to learn that the 
Handmaids of the Lamb of God, 
an order that makes religious life 
available to the og big eape handi- 
capped, as well as to the healthy 
and vigorous, has now opened a 














home in the U.S.—at Owensboro, 
Kentucky. < 
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